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Pl^EFACE. 

The contents of this little volume, now laid 
before the public, must not be supposed to 
possess that grace and elegance of composition 
which generally exhibits the delicate feelings 
and sentiments of the man whose work has 
been produced under the advantages of retire- 
ment and a life of uninterrupted study. 

The author of the following poetical at- 
tempts is a youth of nineteen, whose time 
has been mostly spent in the toils of an active 
commercial life, with very little leisure allotted 
him for the development of those impulses* 
which consequently only appear in their rude 
uncultivated state in this volume. 

If the critic, after examining these pages, 
happens to discover one sentiment worthy of 
sufficient commendation to stimulate farther 
effort, tha author will be amply rewarded; 
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but, on the other hand, should he consider 
the author and his work as unfit to steer 
through the *' sea of letters," let his fiate be at 
once decided, to be consigned for ever to the 
dark shades of obscurity and oblivion, or, as 
my countryman expresses it — 

" Snch is the fate of siinple bard. 
On life's rough ocean Inckless stazr'd ! . 
Unskilfal he to note the card 
Of prodent lore. 

Till billows rage, and galea blow hard, 
And whelm him o'er." 
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Oft to its mellow sotmds upon the breeze, 
I have in rapture long been listening ; 
But now a lowly, artless bard doth seize 
The anoieiit lyre that made the woodlands 

ring,— 
Bade is the hand that sweeps the magio string, 
No strains sublime will wake at my command 
As now my fingers o'er the chords I fling ; 
Yet pause and listen while my rustic hand 
Strikes up a mountain lay of this wild northern 

land. 
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The Bahon. 

When upon the eastern smnmit, 
Glowing like a purple fiimaoe, 
First appears the orb of morning, 
Bising from his bed of glory, 
Peeping o*er the misty mountain, 
Slowly on his way ascending ; 
Then aJl nature's voices waken 
To salute him at his coming 
In his robes of orient splendour. 
Mountains see him first approaching, 
And they summon all their songsters. 
Then the curlew, lark, and plover, 
Wake a rich and joyous chorus 
As they soar and sing together, 
Hearts and voices all united. 
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Fotiring forth their floods of praises 

All in one seem wildly blended. 

Now a thonsand more are joining 

In this matin song of glory, 

In this hyznn of adoration, 

And the smiling glens and yalleys 

Echo back the mountain music. 

Who is yonder ruddy damsel 
Now emerging from, the forest 
In the bloom of youth and beauty, 
With the loose and flaxen ringlets 
Hanging o'er her neck and shoulders f 
This is Clara of the HighLmds! 
Listen to her, she will tell thee 
Of her early morning rambles 
In our wild, delightful country. 
In the early dawn of morning. 
When the dew is on the landscape, 
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On the meadow and the mountain, 
Then I wander through the forest, 
In and out among the bashes, 
Plnnge in lonely dells and thickets, 
In the freshness of the morning ; 
While above and all aronnd me 
Feathered songsters ohirp and twitter^ 
Warble forth their songs of sweetness 
Gaily in the trees and bushes. 
There I pluck the sweetest flowers 
Ere they fade away and perish. 

In the centre of the forest 
Lies a green and fertile valley 
Watered by a crystal streamlet 
Winding in and out the dingle. 
In this sweet secluded garden 
Grow the rich gems of the forest, 
Grow the violet and the lily, 
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Grow the daisy and the primrose, 
There they blush in lonely beauty, 
Fill the air with sweetest odour 
Hidden from the forest rambler 
By the thick-leaved trees around them. 
There they spring and grow and flourish, 
And the softly faiming zephyrs 
Murmur roxmd their tender blossoms, 
Whisper to them of their beauty, 
Of their elegance and sweetness. 
By-and-by they droop and wither. 
One by one they yield their fragrance. 
Till the last is left to linger 
In this Eden of the forest. 
When by aJl the rest forsaken, 
Long it weeps in lonely sorrow. 
In the dews of early morning ; 
Fainter then it grows and fainter, 
Till the shades of evening deepen 



THE BARON. 16 

In the forest and the valley ; 
Then it dies in evening twilight — 
Breathes a farewell to the forest, 
To the streamlet and the dingle, 
And the hidden lonely valley. 

Underneath yon sloping hillock, 
Looking westward on the ocean; 
Stands a lowly ivy cottage. 
In this hnmble habitation 
Clara with her mother dwelleth, 
She the maid by all beloved 
For her goodness and her beauty. 

Higher up along the sea coast 
Stands an ancient stately castle. 
Where there dwelt a proud old Baron, 
Lord of all the lands about him ; 
Proud he was of his possessions. 
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Prouder still he was of boasting 
Of his line of great forefathers 
Which, through bygone generations. 
He could trace and name all backward 
To the past remotest ages. 
But the Baron, he was childless, 
He had none to leave his lands to. 
But a youth whom he had fostered 
From his early days of childhood. 

When a bosom friend lay dying 
(Father to the youth he fostered). 
He had called him to his bedside. 
And besought him, for the friendship 
That had lasted firm between them, 
That, when he was dead and bmied. 
He would take his little orphan 
And be unto him a father. 
So the wealthy Baron promised, 
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And he took him to his castle, 
Looked upon him as a grandson ; 
Bnt the yonth, he called him ** Uncle." 
And he grew np tall in stature, 
With a manly look and figure. 
Not a youth around the country 
Was so noble or so handsome 
As young Malcolm of the castle. 

And the Baron eyed him proudly, 

As a father would his first-bom ; 

Then in secret, made biTn future 

Heir to all his vast possessions. 

And young Malcolm loved his uncle. 

As he always used to call him, 

With an earnest true affection. 

So all things went smooth between them. 

Each confiding in the other. 

You shall see how soon they quarrelled. 
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How this mntual faith was wounded, 

And the consequences after. 

While the evening shadows lengthen 

Over hill and over vaUey, 

Let us now return to Clara, 

Who described the charms of sunrise, 

Let us hear her own description 

Of the tranquil summer evening 

In its cahn and peaceful stillness. 

The hum and turmoil of the day hath ceased. 
And day itself, now weary, seeks repose, 
While balmy evening gently glideth in, 
And sheds unruffled quiet over all. 
The western sky is tinged with ruddy streaks 
Of fading radiance from the setting sun 
That now sinks down below the mountain's brow. 
The village peasant, weary with his toil, 
Who gladly hails the cool of eventide, 
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BeclineB in ease beneath the shady elm, 
To watch the jocund frolics on the green ; 
But I will wend my way to yonder path, 
Full halfway up the mountain, there to view 
The peaceful landscape, ere the pall of night 
Descends and shrouds its beauty &om my sight. 
A Hght wind, cool» refreshing, sweeps along, 
And stirs the glassy surface of the mere. 
Till silver ripples wash the stony shore. 
And waffced on the feeble breeze, I hear 
* Sweet music sounding from a distance far. 
That swells in thrilling harmony, then melts 
Upon the ear in strains that softly soothe. 
And now, to add true grandeur to the scene. 
The fall moon rises o'er yon wooded hill, 
A globe of splendour, dipped in mellow light, 
Bevolving silent in the arch of heaven. 
And gazing, smiles upon the listless earth. 

The distant peaks, scarce visible before, 

2* 
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Which faded ^neath the growing gloom of eve, 
Emerge from dimness once more into view, 
Illnmined by this ball of heavenly light : 
But rural sounds have ceased ; the -village hum 
Has sunk in silence, and the hour of rest 
Doth once more glide around, so I retrace 
My weary footsteps down the mountain side. 
The plodding peasant^s humble, rural life 
Is blest above the city^s lowly train. 
Who boast the gorgeous artifice of man, 
Vast halls and theatres and mighty domes. 
To emulate a scene so calm as this, 
Decked out in nature's garb of purest charm, 
The peasant scorns those fabrics of decay. 
That moulder lathe lapse of fleeting time : 
He boasts of nature's beauties, scenes like this, 
That prove the wondrous and the lasting power 
Of One supreme in all His ways and works. 
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fAkhcohfA'^ Depai^ture. 

YouNQ Malcolm from his childhood always felt 
A warm desire to sail across the seas, 
And view the scenes in many a distant land. 
But, ere he spoke his wish, he deemed it well 
To wait awhile mitil he came of age. 
Then, in the two short years that intervened 
He met with Clara, whose deUghtfol charms 
First woke a latent thrill within his heart, 
Which kindled there the sacred flame of love. 
Then in that secret language of the eyes 
(That mystic gaze, more eloquent than words). 
He there divined his dearest, highest hopes 
Before he spoke. Her welcome, '* I am thine,'' 
Besponded softly when he told her all 



22 Malcolm's departure. 

His tale of cherished love ; the sweet words fell 
Like drops of soothing music in his soul, 
And fonnd a living echo in its depths, 
That ne*er would cease while passing time rolled 
on. 

So time sped by until it well nigh reached 
His one-and-twentieth year, and then he thought 
It best to tell his fature plans and prospects 
To the Baron, — then ask for his consent. 

So one mild summer's evening, as they strode 
Together in the fields, he told him all : 
His wish to take a voyage round the world, 
And then return, to settle down at h^me. 
And take unto him Clara as a wife. 

The old man calmly listened to the end ; 

But when he heard him mention Clara's name. 

His blood within him boiled for very rage. 
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Then spoke he hotly tmto Malcolm thus — 

What I is this the way yon treat me, Malcolm? 

Is this the way yon thns degrade the blood 

And ancient pride of both onr ancestors, 

By now intending to nnite yonrself 

In matrimonial bonds nnto a maid 

Of lowly birth and breeding, such as jshe ? 

Banish the thonght t for I will ne*er consent 
To ponring vile ditch-water into wine ; 
Why, know yon not that in the days of old. 
Two of my ancestors at Scone* were crowned. 
And reigned in royalty o'er Scotland's realm I 
Then Malcolm spoke in angry scorn, and said — 
A maid of hnmble birth has oft been raised 
From dim obscurity to be a queen ; 
Take Scripture facts to prove what I debate : 
Why, did not Boaz marry Buth, firom whom 



* " Soone " or " Sooon," a palace in PerthBhire, where, in olden 
times, the Scottish kings were nsaally crowned. 
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Descended David, IsraeFs mighty king? 
My heart is set on Clara, whether you 
Consent or not it matters naught to me : > 
She is most beautiful, and queen-like grace 
Abounds in every motion that she makes. 

Then spake the Baron out in thunderous tones — 
My will is law t ungrateful dog, begone ! 
I'll hear no more — take what belongs to you, 
And then depart and leave me to myself, 
And cross no more the threshold of my door. 

A short while after, and a boat is seen v 
Soft gliding onward down the village bay. 
Wherein a youth is seated and a maid. 
It is Malcolm, taking his farewell row 
With Clara. Sad and thoughtful doth she seem, 
As if some dread weighed heavy on her mind ; 
But he seems buoyant, and to cheer her heart 
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He timeshis Highland harp, and hreathes forth all 
His future hopes and feelings as he sings : — 

Soon I must sail o'er the ocean, 

Away from my Clara's side ; 
Soon will the blue Atlantic 
My love and me divide ; 
But fearless over the waters 

ril plough the foaming tide ; 
For while I'm absent, Clara 
Will constant still abide. 
Sailing over the ocean, 

Over the dark blue sea ; 
With a swift and steady motion, 
Gliding away from thee. 

He ceased ; the maiden smiled ; the soft winds 
bore 
That flood of music floating o'er the se a. 
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And flung its echoes backward from the shore, 

Like dying chords of sweetest symphony. 
And then she spoke : Malcohn, sea and land 
Will soon divide ns, but my prayers ascend, 
That God may shield thee with His guarding 
hand 
When dangers hover rotmd and storms im- 
pend. 

Then Malcolm, glowing with ecstatic Are, 
Swift o*er the strings his hand again he flung. 

And woke the thrilling music of his lyre 
To strains of joyous sweetness, as he sung : — 

When the scowling tempest rages. 

As I sail from pole to pole ; 
When the mighty surge is swelling, 

When the boiling billows roll : 
One sweetly solemn thought then 

Will steal into my soul : 
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That thou art praying for me, 
When distant from my goal. 

Booking over the ocean, 
Over the stormy sea. 

With a wild, unsteady motion, 
Far away from thee. 

1*11 gladly hail the dawning 

Of the coming, gladsome day, 
When with my vessel sweeping 

Athwart the foaming spray ; 
I once more guide her homewards, 

Across the trackless way, 
With bosom sweetly throbbing. 

When I sight our native bay. 
Gliding over the ocean, 

Over the dark blue sea ; 
With a swift and a steady motion. 

Homeward back to thee. 
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The morrow's son sprang joyous o*er the hills, 
And cast effulgent beams on sea and land, 
But ere he reached his fall meridian height, 
Malcolm was sailing onward o*er the deep. 
But Clara, she was musing on the shore, 
Depressed in spirits, sighing to herself: — 

Fate has willed it, thou art gone — 

The tearful parting's o'er ! 
In loneliness thy absence now 

I mournfully deplore. 
Full well I know the perils 

On the stormy ocean's roar. 
And sad forebodings haunt me, 

That we shall meet no more. 
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Best, rest, ye wild storms, rest, 

Let the zephyr sweep : 
Guide him on the ocean's breast, 

Safely o*er the deep. 

Gales may whistle, thtmders roll, 

Billowing waters rave. 
Let not fear thy breast o*erflow, 

My sailor, be thou brave. 
Shrink not from thy duty. 

When yawns a briny grave, 
Providence protects thee 
On the roaring wave. 
Best, rest, ye billows, rest, 

Let the zephyr sweep ; 
* Gently calm the ocean's breast. 
Lull the waves to sleep. 

Hasten home through wind and storm, 



80 GULRA. 

Hasten, be not long : 
Thee I'll meet and gladly greet 

With many a joyous song. 
Turn thy vessel home again, 

With swiftness glide along : 
Love awaits thee, love profound, 

Pure, and sweet, and strong ! 

Best, rest, ye wild storms, rest. 
Let the zephyr sweep : 

Waft him on the ocean's breast. 
Homeward o'er the deep. 

Twelve months had scarce elapsed since he had 

sailed. 
When fresh and deeper griefs arose to spread 
Their gloomy mantles over Clara's heart. 
Her mother, owing to advancing age, 
Grew weaker still, and weaker, till the frame 
At last seemed gradually to waste away. 
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It was upon a balmy smnmer's eve, 
And she seemed much revived and eased of pain, 
When sleep, oppressing all the weary limbs, 
Prevailed at length, and then she calmly slept 
(Alas! how oft appearances deceive). 

So Clara stood, and gazed with wistful eye 
Upon the ocean in its evening peace, 
As to and fro the glad waves rolled and laughed, 
And chased each other in their mirthful glee.^ 
The sun that now seemed sinking in its depths. 
Cast o'er its breast one dazzling trail of light, 
That flashed and sparged like ten thousand stars 
Spread o'er the heaving surface of the sea. 
In vain she strove to quell the pent-up grief 
That gathered in the volumes of her heart : 
The very thought of losing her she loved. 
Her parent, and her only tie on earth. 
Caused the hot tears to mount to either eye, 
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And fall in showers of woe adown her oheeks. 
Shall I in tmth be left alone, she cried ; 
Oh, would that I conld die with her I love, 
And leave for aye this world of care and pain ! 
Then hand in hand, as ifvon Jordan's stream, 
Along this gilded pathway we would gHde, 
Borne swift on angels* wings, till looming far. 
The drawing nearer, nearer, we could view 
Celestial splendour on the eternal shore. 

Thus pondered Clara, when her mother's voice 
Aroused he^ with a faint and hollow sound. 
Come here, Clara, my child, my cherished one. 
Ah, weep not darling that my end is nigh. 
Be calm, that I may take a fond fare'^ell. 
My race on earth I feel is near its end. 
And soon I will partake of rest in heaven, 
Where all is peace, and holy joy, and love ; 
We part but for a little while, and soon 
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Your turn will come to quit this Ipwly scene, 
For purer joys above, where we shall meet 
And sing together round the Father*s throne. 
Farewell, my child ! I feel a heavenly peace 
Shbd o'er me, and I hear ten thousand harps. 
And angels smile and whisper come, — ^farewell. 
The evening twilight deepens in the room 
And all is still, save when convulsive sobs 
Break forth as if from springs of bitter woe. 

Thus from its earthly hold that spirit fled, 

Beleased for ever from its mortal frame 

That soon must lie beneath the churchyard sod, 

To crumble into ashes — dust to dust. 

And Clara mourned as if she could not cease ; 

The core of her young heart was wrung with 

grief; 
For weeks she loved to brood upon her loss. 

Refusing comfort from her friends around, 

8 
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To wander lone along the sandy beach, 

And listen to the moaning of the sea. 

And oft as evening drew her veil around, 

And whispered peaoe upon the silent land, 

This lonely maiden then would wend her way 

In silent sorrow to her mother*s tomb, 

And there, upon the cold stone, weep and pray. 

Oh, where is Malcolm ? could he now but view 
That bending form among the tombstones there. 
Oh, would he not pour sobthing words of love, 
To comfort and revive the bleeding heart 
Bent spre asunder by the paings of grief ? 
But no such joy at present is at hand, 
She must abide alone, and cast her care 
On Him who sticketh closer than a brother. 

I love to seek in the evening's gloom — 
When the sunbeam i^des o'er the distant l^ill, 



CL^BA. 85 

And when all aronnd is calm and still — 
My mother's lonely tomb. 
To muse upon the loved one flown, 
Who, when in life, I called my own ; 
But now, alas, she Hes asleep 

Beneath yon grey sepulchral stone. 

Where oft la soHtude alone 
I wander there to weep. 

But why should I her fate deplore. 
And o'er her ashes thus despond ? 
For now she has reached the goal beyond, 

The heavenly Canaan's shore. 

Yes, she has reached that better land. 

Where, lost in love, the happy band 

Swell their high celestial bong. 
In spotless robes at God's right hand, 
Around His throne in bUss they stand, 

A pure ethereal throng. 

8* 
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Lord, be Thou my Shield and Gnide, 

While I Btrnggle here below 

Against the sorrow, sin, and woe. 
Of life's tempestuous tide. 
Let me yield not to despair, 
(Hve me strength my cross to bear, 

And when my spirit takes its flight. 
Oh, do Thou its home prepare, 
With the palm and crown and the robe to 
wear, % 

In realms of endless light. 
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The Double Surprise. 

Time doth work changes in the mind of man, 
To-day, his plans seem fixed, immovable : 
To-morrow, other notions rise, which cause 
The former schemes to be at once eclipsed, 
And fresh designs to occupy their place. 
When last we saw the Baron, he was firm 
And sternly set against the future prospects 
Malcolm had proposed — ^to w^d a humble maid 
A subject that had met his wild defiance, 
And giving cause to that proud storm of wrath 
That banished Malcolm from his dobr for ever. 
But now behold the difference in his views 
As thus within himself he holds soliloquy : — 
My life is lonely as old age creeps on. 
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Moreover, I have now no heir to leave 
My vast estates to ; Malcolm I renounced. 
Oh, could I but recall what I said then, 
Those taunting words his spirit could not brook, 
I now believe those words he spoke to me, 
" A nubid of humble birth has oft been raised 
From dim obscurity to be a queen.'* 
I feel their force and aU their power of truth, 
' But now he's gone I will not see him more. 
A happy thought just strikes me : I will go 
To-morrow afternoon, if it is fine, 
To Clara's dwelling, underneath the hill, 
And tell her of the lonely life I lead. 
My dim prospects of the future — ^then bring out 
That dainty question : Will you marry me ? 
I never loved a woman in my life. 
And now I'm on the verge of seventy-two. 
But stranger things ^ve happened in this world. 
And so I'll try my luck and bluntly speak ; — 
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But HaJoolm, Malcolm, would thai yon were 

here 
To be my heir, and I should die in peace. 

One afternoon, as Clara sat at work 
Beneath a sycamore's re&ei^ung shade, 
And pondering many memories of the past, 
Recalling happy day's gone by, which 
Seemed to mock' forebodings of the future 
That now were looming dark before her mind, — 
When suddenly a hand was gently placed 
Upon her shoulder, and she, turning round. 
Beheld with joy unspeakable a form 
The most beloved to her of all on earth. 
His face beaming with pleasure as he. pressed 
Her closely to his heart with fond embrace 
Before she well recovered her surprise. 
For it was Malcolm, who had just returned 
Safely &om his first voyage round the world ; 
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What heartfelt joy for both to meet again, 
And once more lovingly renew their plights 
Of happy love. 

But while they do converse 
They both perceive an old man striding slow, 
With measured steps, as if deep fixed in thought ; 
But soon they recognise his form — ^the Baron. 
Imagine then the old man's great surprise, 
When, ere he reached where both the lovers stood. 
The form of Malcolm met his wondering gaze ; 
But instantly he made advance %^d spoke — 
Forgive me, Malcolm, what I said of old. 
And all the haughty words I then made use of: 
Gome back, I pray you, make my home your 

home. 
Inherit all the privileges of old, . 
To comfort me, for I am now in years ; 
Moreover, bring the chosen of your heart. 
This fair young damsel— let her be my daughter. 
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Then Malcolm moved, and grasped the Baron's 

hand, 
,And speaking, husky with emotion, said — 
O Uncle, when I left you that summer's eve. 
My conscience smote me that I spoke with scorn 
To one whose care for me had been paternal ; 
But anger is short madness ; -so I left — 
But, pray, forgive me for my conduct past, 
And then the old affection stiLl exists. 

The Baron then, approaching Clara, took 
Her fair hand, and placing it in Malcolm's, 
Blessed them both. The quarrel now was ended. 
And all the wounds inflicted were healed up 
By truest bonds of firm and lasting love. 

The country round rejoiced at such a change, 
And blessed the coming day when Malcolm 
should 
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Then take the lovely Clara as his wife. 
So preparations then were duly made 
• To celebrate this great event in state, 

And hail the dawning of the marriage mom. 
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There was a sound of gladness in the land, 

When o'er the eastern hills the sun arose, 

To gild with splendour bright the joyous mom 

On which to celebrate the grand event 

Of Malcolm's marriage with his fair young bride. 

At anchor, riding proudly in the bay, 

Bedecked with banners streaming in the breeze, 

A tiny yacht is readily equipped, 

To catch the wind and spurn the briny foam. 

And bear the bridegroom and the bride away. 

Now, while they plight the sacred troth, we cast 
Our eyes towards the ancient village church, 
And there perceive, assembled round its doors, 
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A crowd of Mends and well- wishers, with flowers 

To strew upon their pathway ere they pass. 

Behold, at length approach the happy pair, , 

The stately husband and the queenly wife 

In lily-white apparel at his side, 

An emblem sweet of purity and grace. 

So now we pause, and watch them as they pass. 

And ponder on events gone by, which hung 

Like clouds of gloom surrounding Clara's path ; 

But now behold a sun of happiness 

Has poured his Hying beums with lustre bright, 

That pierce their darkness, and therewith reveal 

The silver lining gleaming &om within. 

But now behold the throng upon the beach — 

While we are musing they have reached the ship, 

Which now has caught the wind, and scuds along 

Triumphant o'er the waves and silver spray. 

Adieu I adieu ! they call, and wave farewells. 

And stand and watch the swift receding sail 
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Until the dim horizon shades the view, 
And then the fedntest speck doth fade away. 



My song hath ceased I but ere the few retire 

Who may have paused and listened to my 
strain, 

I humbly ask if my nntntored lyre 

At its first waking has been touched in vain ? 

And should its rustic chords be strung again, 
And I do happen, on my weary way, 

Beneath this tree to rest, awhile remain — 
Would you then once more draw around, and stay 
To listen for awhile unto a lowly lay ? 



SONNETS. 
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THE MIDNIGHT STOKM. 

I WAKE at midniglit from the depths of sleep, 

And hear without the mighty waters roar, 
The foaming billows of the stormy deep 

Eave with wild fury on the lonely shore. 
And now I hear above the ocean's crash 

The thunder's awful and terrific peal, 
While the forked lightning's vivid flash 

Doth all the horrors of the storm reveal. 
God help the seamen on the angry wave. 

As they upon the foaming mountains ride, 
Stretch forth Thy powerful arm, and save. 

Bid the wild tumult of the storm subside. 
Lest they be hurled together to the grave. 

Beneath the vengeance of the whelming tide. 
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AN IMAGINAEY VISIT TO THE TOMB 
OF HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

Where standing lone, within that sacred close, 

Yon bending yew tree, solemn waving, sighs, 
Entombed in silent death's long deep repose. 

Beneath its shade the youthful poet Hes. 
His lyre on yonder weeping bough suspends, 

But no rapt fingers o'er its chords are flung ; 
Hushed are its strains — but when the wild gale 
rends 

The chords they moan as if a heart were 
wrung. 
Ye who, in grief, his early doom deplore. 

Cease weeping for the gentle spirit flown ; 
His weary pilgrimage on earth is o'er. 

And now he sings in bliss before the throne , 
In pure apparel, on that far-off shore. 

Where tears and sorrow are alike unknown. 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE DYING YEAR— 

1873. 

The year is waning slowly, and his life 

I 

Is well nigh drawing to a parting close ; 

So let us once more gather round his bed 

And tend his fleeting moments, ere the last 

Proclaims him numbered with the years gone by. 

It seems as if 'twere yesterdt^ we hailed 

His birth ; but time, swift time, flies on, 

Regardless of our steps and our delays, 

And. leaves us pondering o'er his dying bed, 

Ere we had scarcely deemed his day begun. 

His death should render all a solemn thought. 

And teach us what we are, and whence we came : 

It should arouse us to our real state, — 

Plunged in the depths of misery and sin. 

For which the Saviour of mankind came down, 

4 * 
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From the right hand of the Most High, to bear 
The awful burden of onr guilt, and shed 
Atoning blood, that we might live through 

Him. 
And yet for all this vast, amazing love, 
Our lukewarm hearts scarce laud His blessed 

name. 
But there shall come a time when we shall all 
Assemble round the footstool of His seat, 
To give account for every word and deed 
That we accomplished while we lived on earth. 
In that awful time, the wicked man shall 
Tremble when an angry God shall summon 
Him to His tribunal ; his soul will melt 
With terrible dismay when he reflects 
On his past life ; how all his earthly ways 
Were fraught with grievous sins that threaten 

now 
To sink him in destmction. 
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With what dread 
Shall all these memories flash upon his soul I 
The sins he deemed consigned to black oblivion, 
Shall reappear in darker forms than yore, 
Condemning him to suffer keener pangs, 
And whelm him in the depths of sad despair. 

But while we live, and while we yet have time 
To seek the mercy of the Hving Gdd, 
Let us draw near with lowly earnest hearts 
(Like the throng that lined the Galilean shore. 
To hear salvation from the Saviour's lips), 
And learn how volatile are earthly things 
Compared with heavenly paradise above ; 
And when that messenger shall wing his flight, 
And bid the spirit quit its frame of clay. 
We may depart to that sweet rest on high, 
And Hve for ever in unclouded bHss. 
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THE AWAKENING. 



** Behold, these three jears I come seeking fruit on this fig tree, 
and find none : out it down: why cmnbereth it the ground ? ** — 
Luke xiii. 7. 



Spirit awake I Oh, liearest thou not the call 
That sounds and warns thee to shake off thy 

sleep ? 
Arouse thyself to labour, and withal 

Seek strength above thy vigils npw to keep. 

For surely if thou do not, thou must reap 
The bitter fruits of unrepented sin. 

For peace and pardon pray, for past sins weep, 
Strive to reach heaven's gate, to enter in, 
The spotless robe to wear, the glorious crown to 
win. 

sinner that I am, and laden with the guilt 
Of countless numbers of ungodly deeds. 
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For which the blood of Him in love was spilt, 
While a&esh for every sin the Saviour bleeds. 
Yet stiU with changeless love He intercedes 
That I may yet receive God's pardoning grace ; 
Though oft I deeply wound Him, still He 
pleads. 
My dark stained soul to wash, my sins efface, 
And fit me thus to live in heaven, His dweUing- 
place. 

matchless love I it sounds from sttore to shore. 
The piercing call of agony He cried, 

yVhen for our sins upon the cross He bore — 
When for our ransom the Bedeemer died. - 
'Tis now my yoke to bear, whatever betide. 

The sinner's cross that Jesus bore for me. 
And in the path of righteousness abide — 

The patn that leads me home, that sets me free. 

Above to dwell through endless time — eternity. 
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If, therefore, I that heavenly home would gain, 

I must with vital energy arise ; 
My spirit long in lethargy has lain. 

And even now in slothful silence lies. 

Time swiftly speeds I I would not deem it wise 
For one short hour to linger in the way, 

For Satan, watching, prowling in disguise, 
Might, cunning, tempt me to prolong my stay, " 
So I must hasten on, for now is the accepted 
day. 

Therefore, spirit, awake ! attend the call 

That sounds and warns thee to shake off thy 
sleep, 
Arouse thyself to labour, and withal 

Seek strength above,, thy vigils now to keep. 

For surely if thou do not, thou must reap 
The bitter fruits of unrepented sin. 

For peace and pardon pray, for past sins weep, 
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strive to reach heaven^s gate, to enter in, 
The spotless robe to wear, the glorious crown 
to win. 



A MISER'S DEATH. 

Ah ! see I^it" on his death-bed, there he lies. 

His aged frame enfeebled with decay, 
And yet no anxious, fond regrets arise. 

But left unheeded, pines, unwept, away. 

The King of Terrors marks him as his prey — 
He soon m^ist grapple with this powerful foe, 

And fall for ever in the fearful fray — 
That warrior stem will strike the fatal blow. 
And hurl the hapless victim headlong into woe. 

Behold, at length he feels his end is nigh : 
See how that brow is clouded o'er with care ; — 
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Hark! heard'st thou not that mad conyalsive 
cry— 
A token tone of terrible despair ? 
He feels the tyrant Death*s cold vivid glare 
Shoot through his heart unto the inmost core 

And penetrate the dark recesses there. 
One last, long shriek, and then the struggle's 

o*er;— 
The lost and wretched sinner will arise no 
more. 



THE CONVICT'S DREAM. 

FRAGMENT. 

Gbacefully stemming the foam and spray, 

Our ship sped on through the deep, 
Bearing us onward in sorrow away, 
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Whilst I, overcome with the toils of the day, 
Lay wrapt in the bosom of sleep. 

J 

\ 

Swiftly receding with fancy's fond aid, 
I was borne o'er the rippling wave- 
Leaving labour and anguish behind me to fade. 
While I followed the path through the wild 
wooded glade 
That led to my own Highland cave. 

Deep emotion within my bosom was stirred 

As I journeyed on in my glee, 
When I pictured the meeting and loving word ;' 
But hark 1 was that the wind I heard, 

Or the roar of the distant sea? 

is }{: iic :(i. 9ic 

The charm had fled — ^my heart was broke ; 
Exhausted was its joyous store. 
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When from my sweet dream I awoke, 
To spend my days, to bear my yoke. 
Upon this penal shore. 



SONG. 

MY HIGHLAND HOME. 

When the crimson sun is sinking 

In the west at close of day. 
Here I wander, sadly thinking 

Of the loved ones far away ; 
With a tremnlous emotion, 

Backward then I se^m to soar. 
Over land and over ocean. 

To my Highland home once more. 
Then I seem to see old faces 

That within my memory dwell, — 
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Seem to feel the dear embraces 

Of the ones I love so well ; 
But, alas I I soon discover 

Visionary joys are vain ; 
All those happy days are over, 

Never to return again. 



my heart — ^my heart is aching, 

As I think of joys of old — 
Cherished joys — ^but no partaking — 

Scenes I can no more behold. 
But, if I in faith endeavour 

To obtain that higher birth, 
Then I shall behold for ever 

Those I bade farewell on earth. 



Some may now be sweetly sleeping 
Underneath the alder tree. 
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While the grieving ones are weeping 

For their lives that cease to be ; 
But when I am lowly lying 

Where no kindred eye can see, — 
No sad hearts shall then be sighing, 

No fond eyes will weep for me. 
With a tremulous emotion, 

Backward then I seem to soar, 
Over land and over ocean, 

To the Highland home of yore. 



THE END. 
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